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TIÍE  DEAR  l£l$H  BOY? 


My  Conttor  kis  cLeeks  aec  as  rnddy  as  morn, 

'I  he  brightcst  of  pearls  do  not  nnniic  bis  teetli, 

AVhilc  naturc  wi’h  ritiglets,  his  mild  brows 
adorn, 

His  hair  Cupid*s  how  strings,  ánd  roses  his’ 
breath. 

enORus. 

SmiiÍQg,  beguiitng^ eheeriug,  ettdéaring, 
Together  oft  over  the  mountaitts  we 
strayed, 

By  each  ottierdenghtc«I,  &  fondl>  united, 
1  listened  aii  day  to  my  dear  lrish  Boy. 

3Sro  roe  bnck  utoi'e  svift  could  fly  over  the 
mountaius, 

T'io  veterau  bolder  nieet  daóger  or  scars, 

He’g  sigbtly,  he’s  sprightly,  he’s  clear  as  a 
fouutain, 

His  eyes'  twinkle  love,  oh  !  he’s  gotte  to  the 
wars. 

Snnling,  &c. 

'  '»  he  sóft  téfiing  larR,  his  notes  chauged  to 
nionrning, 

The  dath  screaming  owl  impedes  ttiy  night's 
sleep, 


Uth'.  w  (!Ncf?V  ■£$  0£fi£x 
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íiV’hile  seeking  alone  walVs  ín  tlic  shatle  of  th;, 
evening, 

’fill  iny  Connot’*  re tnro ,  I  will  never  eoasc  to 
weep. 

'Smiting,  ^fcp. 

The  war  itheing  dver,  aml  he  not  retarned, 

I  fear  that  some  envious  piot  has  been  laid, 

Or  that  souaecruel,  goddess.has  him  captivated, 
And.left  here  to  nionrn  his  dear  Irish  maid. 

v>  1  ,3rniiing,  &c, 

.  É  m\  ■  «r 

A  TRICK  ON  THB  PARSON. 

‘  '  *  •***•  1  -  •*  ••  -  ' 

Air. — “  llallinamona  Oro.” 

In  the  parísh  of  Lusk,  near  the  yoke  of  Fia- 
gall, 

There  ílived  -a.  yo«ng  lad,  and  his  name  was 
M‘  Fall,  , 

Who  courted  a  damsel,  sweet  Mary  M‘Call, 
Was  cook,  slut.  and  dairy-aiaid,  batler  afid  all, 
To  a  bloáted  up  big'betiy’d  Parson, 

Called  shambl’d  houjh’d  old  Walter  Carson, 
As  bairy  and  ugly  as  Orsón. 

But  now  lend  .au  earto  my  tale.  • 

Oae  Sunday,  the  parson  to  Mary  did  say, 

'  Take  notice  ray  girj,  l’m  going  out  ie  pray. 


4 


Put  tlown  the  spit  quickly,  and  iuake  ne  delay 
Witu  a  pair  ot'  voung  ducks,  be  them  white, 
meen,  or  grev, 

Weli  toasted,  aml  roasted  likewisd  tlien, 

And  tasty  as  two  mutton  ptes  then, 

A  eóuple  ct'  a  moclerate  size  tiieu, 

VV’iil  coax  me  to  diiqk  m.y  strong  ^le. 

I  heu  Mnrv  comply  d,  aad  got  reody  thefowl, 
i>ut  beg’d  theold  Parson  wpuld  pray  t'or  her 
soui, 

l'he ^  gowns’-rtiíih%sid  yes,  |Wtli  a  hell  of  a  growl, 
But  íirst  took  á  swíg  of  his  tnaU,  that.is  as  otd, 
l’heh  oífsure  íie  went  then,  with  speed  sir, 

To  chutvh,  his  bible  to  fead  sir, 

And  momited  his  p.ony  indped  sir, 

Who  scarce  could  kcep  foot  vvith  a  snail, 

’  . 

ile  scarcely  Venlout,  whén  M'Fall  he  eame 
iu, 

And  twig’d  up  young  Mary  just  anrdfer  tlie  chin4 
To  gaitt  her  affWtion  he  theu  did'be^itl, 

And  to  kiss  iiis  darling  he  thought  it  no  sin, 

He  t«l  Í  ber  he  long’d  for  a  bitsir', 

( íf  that  litiie  dupk  on  the  spit  sir, 

She  was  in  such  'a  merry  fí.t  sir, 

To-  plt^*3e  hitn  she  never  would  failj^ 

Tb'pdt'Íiiin  from  longing,  shé  straight.dTbí 
repdr, 

And  to  please  his  palate  she  tnade  ithercare, 


O 


M‘  Fall  cbcw’íl  a»  ra*h  ás  a  teo  year  fl^dfbare, 
Till  he  goiibled  it  ali  tboo,  l  vow  and.  declare, 
Tle  nimbly  kept  wagiagjusjawssir,  ',,A,  , , 
His  teeth  were  as  sharp  as  a  »aw  air.  ;  ; 

He  left  uot  as  mvicb  as  the  claws  sir, 

But  eatfrom  the  legs  toTbe  taiL 

.  *+  í,- 

Sq  when  he  had  doné  á  few  kisses  he  stdle, 
Savingdeer,  in  hiv  áppétíte  still  is  a  hbie, 

My  dariiag  sweet  Marv.  yon  are  a*  gay  sonl, 
Then  tip  me  the  second  befdré  it  gets  cold, 

An  excuse  can  he  rnade  for  á  ráaij  love,  -  ' 

As  wcil  as  an  innocent  lan|b,  love,  '  ' 

So  liere  now  l’ll  give  yon  my  hand,  íove, 

To  yon  t  will  never  t>*rn  tail, 

Poor  Mary  being  wilUng  to  hnmour  her  dear, 
d'o  pull  off  the  second  she  quickiy  díd  stéer, 

Tiie  boy  was  ríght  handy  vou  heed  rie^er  fear, 
And  wash’d  it  all  qown  witli  tbe  í’arspii's 

i  •  ‘  -*  ’  .  *  ;  ’  j">  'ti  >  ’ »  i  ?  ;  ■ 

strong  peeiy  ,  ? 

So  when  that  the  job  he  got  throrigh  sír,  ' 

H<5  kiss’n  Jier  and  bjd  J^ér  adieu  slr,  ’ 

And  left  ber  to  guess  what  to  do  sir,  '  '  ' 
>Vhen  in  the  oíd  Parsori  díá  sáil.  , 

But  now  oomes  the  bcst  of  my  comical  jcst,. 
Tbe  Parsoa  brougbt  with  Lim  a  austic  biare 
guest, 

And  into  tbe  parlour  I  vow  and  protest, 


iHe  brought  the  rieh  '«tranger,  ’till  dinncr  was 
dressM,  ‘ 

The  Parson  he  had  a  slargerblade  sir, 

To  sharpen  it  he  fttade  ,i t  his  trade  sir, 

And  soon  to  the  bed*<rooni  he  strajr’d  sir,  '  ' 
l  o  whel  it  tacarue  up  his  tneat.  . 

So  when  the  old  Parson  was  leathering  his 
3catfe., 

Saitl  the  maid -to  tlie  stranger,  sir  npon  myljfe> 
M  y  cttrsed  wícfced  master  has  aften  caas'd  strife 
And  parted.the  husbaud  from  his  loving  wite. 

’i  he  monieut  sir,  that  l  tteheld  you, 

1  kuew  he  iuteuded  to  geid  y<yi 

Jt’s  late  when  tbe  tjionster  ha<l  iuli  d  you, 

«For  we  to  be  telÍHig  tbe  tale. 

Tbe  fat  conntry  gag,  then,  he  bent  down  his 
ear, , .  .  ..  r ; .  •  . ;  ..  . ,  ‘  • i  v.:'  ;  ._ 

T n  order  of  coarse  the  old  JParsoa  *;tp  iteár, 
Whea  that  hé  bátl  notic'd,  he  said  'ihenr  tt»y 
.  deár.  .  ;  ’ .  .'  .'  , ' 

Be  pleas’d  to  direct  me,  the  safe  cottrs«  Ibstéer, 

She  shew’d  bim  ont  the  back-door  sir; 

*  I  11-í‘ii  <aii; íIl 4íuL*  >. 


And  tdl  I  luaitp.iria 
As  his  I  i  fe  .it  woult 
'l  he  onlv  plan  now 


s  ground  surt 
be  secure  sir 


He  ran  like  a  devil  that  broke  ont  of  bell,  ■ 
Ánd  Mary-  went  in,  hdr  old  niaster  to  tell , 
tíer  tongue  thea  it  níttled,  jast  ltke  a.fire>beli. 


Atftl  cried  out  to  Uer  master,  the  viltain  to  kiity 
For  he  cram’d  the  two  ducks  io  his  breeches, 

A  ud  now  he  is  jumpihg  the  ti  itehes, 

Badluck  to  the  rogue  and  bis  breechea, 

He  lel't  not  a  bit  for  oux>  meai. 

Tbe  Farsoa  ran  out  with  tiie  kmfe  in  his 
haud, 

€rying  open  your  brseehes,  ny  gay  honest  nian, 
The  stran^er  looit’d  baek,  aad  he  said  go  b@ 
dautn’d. 

You  thought  fortogeld  U0,you  had  ibe  thing 
plan’d,  ■  " 

You  blood y  eid,  vipiop  of  ,$a,tpn, 

Your  treasure  H  Wfí>ngfsMy 
No  wouder  ted;^  «thpvI#re  Tptten^ 

Y ou  prajiog  old  .^Ín|e, 

The  poor  simple  Pafson  b^ ahort  ín  ttór 

puff, 

He  gave  up  the  cbase,  as  he  had  ran  enou-gh , 
H«  did  not  well  relish  the  stranger’s  vtie  stuff, 
And  so  returned,  you’re  sure  m  a  huff, 

And  dio’d  on  souie  bread  and  coid  beer  sirr 
I  he  sinner  had  no  better  cheer  sir, 

Tke  wbole  of  the  joke,  yon  didhear  sir, 

And  now  I  do  ffnish  my  $aie. 


SLOWI-V  WEARS  THE  DAY  EOVE 


Slowlv  iove, 

When  a-wáVÍí-óW  ^®»  i '  ‘  ‘ 

SceneSbeíb«^s6W  ^»J  ;  ‘ 

Cliarm  no  longer  ra«.  • 

J’he  bo^érfliát  «wéetiv  Bnuleftiofe, 

Decked  with  roses  tair, 

SéémibdesértWiÍri*owe,  < 
í  :  Whett  tbéhart  tídttheroí  ..... 

My  heart  tfith  foy 

\V  hen  1  seetheenear,  M 

Eacti  nulse  with  répture  glowe  iore, 
WW  thy  toice  t  bearí 

HeaVeo  nppears  to  be* 

It  isasfree  froni  gttila  lov« 

■  It  is  as  dear  -tb*tte<' 


n 


